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respect, but never before had I imagined anything so untidy. The only things neatly arranged are the little square compartments of different coloured grain to be seen on the stalls in the grain bazaar. All else is a disordered, dusty, garish litter. The entire contents of the houses seem to have been thrown aimlessly into the roadway in front of them, and you pick your way between pots and pans and beds and broken chairs and delicately fretted brass vessels. There is the same sense of aimless litter about the people and the animals. Everybody is talking at once, but no one seems to be doing anything except the drivers of the bullock-carts, who dig their teams in the ribs with a pole, and when that fails, catch hold of the animals' tails and twist them vigorously. The sleek sacred bull with the shambling gait wanders where he chooses, and takes his food from any shop that offers a diet convenient to him. The